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MRS. POOLE: You must be a very proud man*
VICAR: How did you win them?
JOHN: Oh, I don't know. Playing about generally.
MRS. WHARTON: I don't think you'll get very much more
than that out of John.

VICAR: [To JOHN.] You lucky beggar! You've had your
chance and you were able to take it. That's where I
should have been, where my heart was, with the brave
lads at the front. And my confounded chest has kept me
chained to this little tin-pot parish.

MRS. POOLE: My husband suffers from his lungs*

JOHN: I'm sorry to hear that.

VICAR: Yes, the Great White Peril They say its ravages are
teirible. That's why I came here, you know; I was in
charge of the parish of St. Jude's, Stoke Newington,
when I crocked up. I tried to get them to let me go
when the war broke out, but they wouldn't hear of it.

MRS. WHARTON: They also serve who only stand and wait.

VICAR: I know, I know. It's this confounded energy of
mine. I'm a crock, and I've just had to make the best of
it. I'm on the shelf. The future is in the hands of you
brave lads who've been through the fire. I suppose you
went to sleep during my sermon yesterday.

JOHN: Not at all. I listened to it very attentively.

VICAR: I shouldn't blame you if you had. That's about all
I've been able to do during the war, to preach. And,
upon my word9 I sometimes wonder what good I've
done.

MRS. WHARTON: You've been a great help to us all.

VICAR: For my part I don't deplore the war. Our Lord
said: "Think not that I come to send peace on earth:
I came not to send peace, but a sword." The Christian

Church has lived by her sword.  Every advance which
this world of ours has known in liberty, in justice, in